The Longing Uirgins Choice : 


The Scotch L aſſes — 


Viroms all you that Copneſs ſt: gerades, 
Thou) gainſ your wills you ſtill comtinue | 1 Lids ; 
Fi ab not ot this, for tbeugb the Laſs is hind, 
Yes not to blame your all ſo in your mind: 

ui fm would have the thing you dare not name, 


To a Modiſh new Scoth Tune, 


Onno Las, gin thou art mine, 
and with twenty thouland pound about 
Ide ſtoꝛn thy gudes loꝛ thee mmyqucen, (thee 
To lig the down cn any Gzeen, 


To ha the how thy Daddy got ther. 


Bonnv Lad gin thou art mine, 

and thouſand Land about ther: 
Ide leave them awe to kiſs thy Rneen, 
And gang with thee to anv Gzeen. 

To ſh:w the how. thy Daddy got thee, 


F. g bing fer. that which ſhe does be lay claim : 
Young -men are kind, amd zue net fee jc wan 
If 3:u but aa, ha; ye defire they"! grant: 


: Then Jet mot Bl uthes 0 cr ple, lures De il, 


*Tis [ure but . ur N)) 5c 5 pes in II. J 


Sung at the Dukes Playhouſe. 


A match, gude faith, with thee le gang, 
with the my joy ite wou'd my lot be; 

To Ki's and Clip thee J do long, 

Vet bonnv La's ile do no wzong , 
But th2w thee how thy Daddy got thee. 


Thr Ruby Lips with joy i*le Kiſg, 

and on the Pꝛimroſe⸗bank ble put ther: 
And there wel rake our ills of Bliſs, 
C' both'play air and never miſs, 


Wailit thou know how thy Daddy got thes 
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L Mer the greeneſt Willow ſhade, 

to live and lobe tach ene our lot be, 
Where pzitty Birds in Notes do [p2ead, 
And that thou art no moze a Maid, 

whilti 1 ew how thy Daddy gut thee, 


Under the Willow ſhades, quo J, 
what mean vou in this place without me: 
Ods Bares, quo the, J tell no ley, 
J hither tome with thee to try, 
and h me how my Daddy got me. 


Come ginn me then, my bonny Lad, 

tl 0.7 hall have all that J can let thee : 
Con e give me then what's to be had, 
Title my Pulſe and make me glad, 

aud (hw me how my Daddy got me. 


T lig?d me down then by her de, 
and muckly there J laid about me: 
To get a Bantling J apply, 
4 letar d her leave, but ſhe deny 'd, 
{a:d Vic ſhew how Daddy got me. 


Printed for P. Brooksdy, at the Golder:33a!! 


TWhelf thus we paſs the time away, 
and in my arug J mcan to put thee : 
N enewing plcalures wich the day, 
T'le reſpite tak“ and then #le play, 
And ſh2w t::ce huw the Daddy got tice. 


Don't leave me pet, mcthinks *ris Spꝛing 
the Kole and Lillies bloom about ng: 
And little Birds do joyons ling, 
In ſtreames of plcaſure fure 1 g wien, 
whi.ft ! leain how my Daddy got u. 


Enough my Laſs, tl is time we's part, 
gang here to mo2row tc allot the; 
©h ! 'tis too long, thou'lt bꝛcak my heart, 

Lets you a ſhozrer time impart, 
to {hw again how Dazdy got me. 


Then by this Kiſs end Uial:ts blew 

when the Poen Hines J will wait ther: 
And {o le bid thee now adicu, 
My bonny Lad be {ure pe do, 

and ſh:w me how my Da dy got me. 


in Pye Corner, 


